Now that the garrison were settling down to the
siege they found it as monotonous as life on ship-
board. Sundays were observed as far as possible,
divine service being held at the Residency taikhana,
the Brigade Mess, and the hospital, and also at
Fayrer's house, where Mr Harris read prayers every-
day. There were prayers, too, at Gubbins* house
each morning after breakfast, and on Sundays at the
same time a short sermon was read after Morning
Prayer. It was hard work for Harris now that Pole-
hampton was dead, for there was no other Protestant
clergyman in the place, though there were two
Catholic priests, both Capuchins, Father Adeodatus
of Perugia and Father Bernard of Pistoia. Father
Adeodatus was a saintly old man of sixty-eight, who
had been in India continuously since 1822, and who
hoped that when his time was come his bones would
be laid to rest in the Church of St Mary, which he
himself had built at Lucknow. He suffered much
from the discomforts of the siege, becoming bed-
ridden at length through gout.
Since the investment of the Residency the
Brigadier and his staff had always taken their scanty
rest booted, with their arms beside them. Mrs Inglis
used to look forward to seeing her husband first
thing ever}' morning, when he shared whatever
news the night had brought while drinking a cup of
tea outside the door. This was the happiest hour
of her tTay^for she knew that Inglis often became
painfully exhausted later on, and that he was al-
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